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Summary: Damon is an American college student who travels to Weybridge in England from New York via his foreign exchange program. He'll be staying with the Mikaelson's for a year and maybe he's in for more than he can handle. But hey, this is Damon Salvatore, he's never turned down a challenge.





	1. Give Up The High Life

**A/N**: This is supposed to be a oneshot but that never goes well for me because I get inspired to do more! So we will see! c:

* * *

><p>It was the talk of the estate really, some American student coming to stay with the Mikaelson's for an entire school year. This wasn't like it was something new. They had done this before but not for such a long period. There was that German boy back in primary school (when Finn was the only child) who stayed for four weeks. Then that Russian girl who stayed for two weeks during Klaus' 7th year when he was eleven. And the last, the Austrian boy who stayed for a month during Elijah's final year of secondary school when he was seventeen. But this— this time was going to be for an entire year. 365 long days. That was quite a commitment that clearly some of the Mikaelson children were not ready to sign up for. But it wasn't like they had a choice in the matter.<p>

Kol was indifferent about it. He personally had no issue with the many people that came to their home. He was sixteen and obviously focused on other things. Rebekah on the other hand loved it, she loved learning about the different cultures and languages that the students taught to her during their stay. The exchange program was beneficial to both the families and the students. Klaus found it annoying because since he was eighteen AND as one of the oldest, he was going to be out on chaperone and tour guide duty for "safety purposes". At least that was what his mother had told him. Finn didn't like it when he still resided at the Mikaelson Estate. He viewed it as an invasion of privacy and had no interest in making new friends with someone who'd be uprooted back to their country in less than a month.

Then there was Elijah. It went both ways with him. It was great but stressful at the same time. He had never had an issue with the two students who had come when he was younger but it was troublesome having to do damage control when Klaus had done something to get rid of the person he was supposed to be chaperoning. But maybe this time would be different from all the others since they were all older now. Plus, he had heard that the American boy was the same age as Klaus. Maybe they'd get along better than the last student who had been Klaus' age.

That was always a possibility.

* * *

><p>To say the least, Elijah was wrong. Nothing was different. It hadn't even been the full beginning of day one and he was already picking up his little brother's slack. First thing in the morning before the sun had even risen, he had several texts from Klaus saying that he was too busy doing whatever and that he couldn't pick up the exchange student from the airport. Did Elijah believe him? No chance in hell. Did he really have a choice in the matter? Definitely no chance in hell.<p>

Aside from the long hour plus drive from Weybridge to the London City Airport, it really wasn't so bad. He needed to go into the city anyway to pick up some information for the potential internships that he was looking to sign up for once school started in a few days. So he figured this was going to be killing two birds with one stone.

Once he arrived, he waited about twenty minutes and the 1:20pm arrival had finally landed. Elijah watched as people filed out off the plane towards him. He held the sign up high with the American student's name on it. The last thing he wanted was to miss the guy. But really, how many Damon Salvatore's could there be running lost in the airport?

"_Nice sign_" was what snapped Elijah out of his thoughts. He hadn't even noticed that he was blankly watching the line of people— not even _really_ watching. More like looking past the crowd. "I suppose it's safe to assume that you're Damon Salvatore?"

"The one and only...in the flesh." Damon grinned and folded his arms across his chest. "So, before we hit the road, wanna show me where I can grab my bags? It's a lot considering this is a year type deal. So I hope you're ready for some manual labor, jawline." Another grin and he actually had the audacity to pat Elijah's cheek before wandering off in a random direction. He didn't even wait for an answer.

_Jawline_? "No, this won't work." Elijah said to himself. He already didn't like this guy.

* * *

><p>"Has anyone ever told you that you frown a lot? I mean, if that's your thing, cool, love and flaunt your scowl, but maybe consider cracking a smile once in a while so you don't look like you have six brats and a mortgage."<p>

Strike two. Elijah kept chanting that in his head because it was the only thing keeping him from pulling over and kicking the annoying American out of his vehicle.

"Another thing—"

"You are...very opinionated, I see. Has anyone every told you that you talk far more than the average human should?"

"Obviously not. Besides, I'm not the average human so..."

Elijah's eyes narrowed as his hands tightened on the steering wheel. He couldn't remember the last time that he had been this irritated. Probably when Klaus and Kol played a prank on him by stealing then hiding all of his books from his bookshelf. "Of course you aren't average. How foolish of me to-" he paused when he could just FEEL eyes on him. He wasn't sure why that was so unnerving but it was. "What?"

"Nothing." Damon grinned.

" No, it's not _'nothing'_. So speak."

"What's your name?"

Elijah took a moment— a quick moment to glance over at the younger male before his eyes stared back out at the road. How odd. He hadn't even realized that he didn't share his name.

He didn't even introduce himself really.

"Elijah. Elijah Mikaelson."

"Eliiiijaaah." He drawled smoothly, Elijah's name slipping off his lips like silk. Elijah might have cringed. Or something along those lines. "How old are you?"

"Why so many questions?"

"Why so many protests? Would you feel better if I went first?" He teased.

Elijah scoffed. This guy was so...so _something_. It couldn't really pinpoint the exact word that was on the tip of his tongue. "That won't be-"

"Don't sweat it, sweetheart. I'll go first." Damon interrupted. "Well you know my name already, I'm from Virginia but I've spent my last six years in New York. I'm eighteen. I have a little brother back home who probably will go to college to become a professional brooder. You know, just like you." Damon grinned and clicked his tongue against the roof of his mouth. "This'll be my first year of college so pretty much intro courses but I'm going to major in Business and Marketing. And," he looked over to Elijah again and gave a toothy grin. "I have a thing for brunettes."

Elijah opened his mouth to respond to that ridiculous and unwarranted last comment but nothing came out and clearly there was some sort of satisfaction from that on Damon's end judging by the smirk that resided on his face.

"Cat got your tongue, dear?"

Elijah wasn't even going to dignify that with an answer. So he stayed on topic. "I'm nineteen. I assume you know how many family members I have since this information was provided during the program selection process. But I have one older brother, two younger brothers, and a little sister. I'm studying education. Knowledge is important after all."

"Smart and goal oriented. What a great combination."

Elijah just grunted in response.

"Relax, grumps. There's no way you're nineteen with this old man persona you have going on."

"Old man persona?"

"Yeah, like the, _get off my lawn before I call the cops_ persona."

"What?"

Damon just laughed. "Don't think too much about it. I won't step on your lawn."

Elijah stared blankly at the road. This guy was definitely odd.

* * *

><p>"Holy shit." Damon cursed loudly when he saw the estate entering into their view. "This is your house?"<p>

"Yes, is there a problem?"

"Nah, I mean, it's just huge is all." And here he thought his own parents went overboard with the Salvatore Manor.

"Come. Follow me. I'll show you to your room."

"Oh come on. You know you can say that in a more inviting and happier tone. Maybe throw in a smile and a wink. Yeah, give it a try."

"Hell will freeze over first. So I don't advise waiting on that."

"Yeah, yeah, it was worth a shot."

* * *

><p>It wasn't long before Damon was settled into his room. The longest part of the process was the Mikaelson's giving him the option to choose which guest room he wanted. No one should have that many guest rooms. But he liked the one on the second floor at the end of the hall. You know, there was a nice view.<p>

And that had absolutely nothing to do with the fact that Elijah's room was right across the hall.

"We're so glad to have you here, Damon.

"I'm glad to be here, Mrs. Mikaelson. Your home is simply beautiful."

Esther smiled and shook her head. "Oh please, call me Esther. No need to be so formal. You're going to basically be family for an entire year."

"Right, of course." Damon grinned and definitely took notice of Elijah rolling his eyes.

"I'll let you get back to settling in. Elijah, won't you be a dear and help Damon unpack. Once everyone returns home, we can do proper introductions."

"Of course mother."

Damon smirked and moved over to Elijah and wrapped an arm around the older teen's shoulders and led him down the hall. "Yeah, won't you help me unpack, dear. This can be considered our bonding time, honey."

"Honey?"

"Would you prefer boo?"

"Oh my god."

"Boo it is."


	2. Taking It Easy

**Summary**: Exploring the country wasn't supposed to end with him blurry-eyed and wasted.  
><strong>AN**: So, consider this kind of a filler chapter because I'm working up to something really good!

* * *

><p>Traveling to a new country was exciting. No one would disagree with that. The food, the language, and the culture. There was so much to experience and usually so little time to do so. But Damon had an entire year to explore England and anything in driving, boating, or train distance. Things were just getting started for him.<p>

It was the end of September and school would be starting in exactly five days. Elijah had his things all in order so he was pretty much coasting until his second year of college officially started. But that didn't stop him from studying anyway. It was one of the things that his youngest brothers teased him about. He always kept his head in the books.

Well, that was until he received a call at two o'clock in the morning from someone.

"What?" Elijah groaned, rubbing at his eyes as he slowly rose up into a sitting position.

"Oi. I said come get your American boyfriend."

Elijah still wasn't comprehending but excuse him, who functioned properly at two in the morning after being woken up abruptly? "What?" He repeated again but this time because...what? Come get his what?

The voice on the other end sighed. "Your boyfriend, the American with the really blue eyes, come get him. He's trashed and unless you want him to go home with one of these vultures eyeing him right now, you should hurry. I have to get back to work and your boyfriend was likable so I'm trying to help him out by calling you."

Elijah groaned and rubbed his hand over his face. When did Damon even leave? The last he saw of him was when the guy retreating to his bedroom after dinner. And why in the world was this stranger assuming that Damon was his boyfriend? "Okay," he started, throwing his legs over the side of the bed until his feet touched the floor. "He's not- my...boyfriend. But where is he?"

"Oh, sorry, mate. I assumed because you're in his phone as-"

"No." He cut the guy off because he just had a feeling that he knew exactly what was going to be said. "Where is he?"

"Um, alright, I'll text you the address from his phone."

"Thank you. Please don't let him leave with anyone." The last thing he needed was to be the one who had to explain to his mother why their guest had disappeared in the middle of the night.

* * *

><p><p>

Five minutes later Elijah was dressed and headed to the pub that Damon managed to make it to somehow. He must have had the driver take him. Or something.

When he arrived, it didn't take long for him to spot his charge because for some odd reason, his eyes just...found him. He was at the bar, back against the wooden edge of the counter and someone else, a dark blond male, was crowding his space.

Elijah wasn't even sure why that irritated him.

"Look man," Damon cooed, resting back against the bar. "I'm pretty sure I'm seeing two of you right now, so whatever you just said, I need you to repeat that for me."

The blond smiled and pursed his lips together as he watched Damon speak. "We should-"

"Separate." Elijah interrupted. "It's time for him to go home."

"He's a big boy. He can make his own decisions."

"He really can't. He's underage." Elijah exaggerated. As much as he preferred not to, that was the quickest way to get them both out of here in record time. Plus, the blond looked quite older than Damon so really, there was no lie there.

"Whoa, jailbait?"

Elijah just nodded and grabbed Damon's wrist.

Damon scoffed. "Jailbait? Who's jailbait. I'm not."

Elijah just nodded to the man and went on his way. "Have a good night."

* * *

><p><p>

"Sweetheart, you came to whisk me off into the sunset? That's so romantic. Remind me to buy you flowers." Damon slurred as one of his hands grabbed ahold of Elijah's hip.

"Watch where you're grabbing." Elijah scolded, swatting lightly at the wandering hand. "What were you thinking anyway? Sneaking out and getting pissed at a pub?"

"I didn't sneak out, sunshine. I'm not twelve trying to attend a spin the bottle party. I took a cab, man."

"That is not the point!"

"Then what's the fuckin' point?"

Elijah rolled his eyes as he parked the car in front of the house. "We're here."

Damon smirked and let himself out of the car, stumbling and all. "My head hurts and I'm sure I'm gonna puke."

"Come." He moved around the car and grabbed Damon's wrist and led him inside. When he told Klaus that he would watch over Damon, this wasn't exactly what he had in mind. "Keep quiet. Everyone's sleeping."

Damon chuckled softly. "What a time to be alive."

"Is that supposed to mean something specific?"

"Nah, man. Just...just saying shit right now." Damon laughed again when Elijah suddenly stopped. He took this moment to just slump against the older teen's back. "I'm sorry though." He whispered, hands clutching at the back of Elijah's shirt and his face pressed against his neck. "Didn't intend to drink so much, what the fuck is in your liquor here? Wait, don't answer that. It'll ruin the element of shock when I taste it again." He smiled as his lips brushed over the nape of Elijah's neck. "Didn't mean to-"

"What's going on?" Another voice whispered.

Elijah lifted his head and saw Kol standing in the hallway. "Nothing. Our guest is a little unwell."

Kol folded his arms over his chest and leaned against the door frame of his bedroom. "Uh-huh?"

"Yes. So, goodnight. I'll help him to his room." Elijah had made up his mind, he definitely hated this guy.

When Kol retreated back to his room, Elijah managed to get Damon into his room and into bed. He stripped him of his shoes and jacket then covered him with a blanket.

"Mm, thank you, 'Lijah." Damon muttered from his sprawled out position on the bed. "Gonna owe you one."

"Get some rest. I will check on you in the morning."

Whether he wanted to or not.

* * *

><p><p>

Damon felt like death himself the next morning and he was counting his lucky stars that school hadn't started yet. It wouldn't have been a good day for him had there been classes.

"Ugh...fuck." He rolled over until he was on the other side of the bed facing away from the window and all of that bright sun shining through. "I think I'm going to be sick." He huffed, dragging the covers over his head.

"There's a wastebasket there if you need it."

Damon laid there quietly for a moment just to work up the energy to roll back over. "Thanks, babe, you take such good care of me."

"Color me impressed, brother. He still has so much snark when he's coming back from a bender." Klaus teased.

Elijah rolled his eyes and looked back down at his book. He had taken up the seat by the window to check up on Damon but somehow never left.

"And who are you, blondie?"

"We haven't formally met, but I'm Klaus. And I'm starting to regret that I didn't pick you up from the airport."

Damon grinned. "Not sure if that's a compliment or an insult, so I'll just say thank you and assume the better of the two."

Klaus smirked. "Oh, I think I like him."

Elijah felt his eye twitch because this all could have probably been avoided had Klaus picked Damon up from the airport in the first place. "Of course you do." He responded, standing from his spot by the window. "I'll get you something for your headache and upset stomach."

"Thanks. And I'll get you something for that frown, sweetheart. Gotta smile eventually, you know?"

Klaus nodded. "I agree. It takes more effort to frown that it does to smile, brother."

The betrayal. Who's side was Klaus even on?


End file.
